You speak. You're standing next to me, at one end of the group. I hear you, understand you, look over at the group next to us. No one else has heard you, though you enunciated perfectly, had enough projection. I look down at the ground. Up. Over. And decide that you will be heard. Because I am louder than anyone else almost always. I respond to your message, speaking to the wall behind the group as I recall. Several conversations are interrupted. As planned. This is either a non-event or irritating to everyone else but us. I turn to face you, to see if you heard me, my message. That I hear you when you speak. Your voice is the one that penetrates the aural fog of unimportance and banality. I will always listen when lips move and your breath intones. And there you are, standing next to me: smiling. 